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PREFACE. 


Ot Ward's Pill, nor Rock's Elec- 

tuary are fo ſalutary as this Narra- 
tive. If their precious Voſtrums ſcow'r 
the Body, my fpiritual Antidote operates 


upon the Mind, expells the Wind of falſe 
Doctrine, and will preſerve Proteſtants 


from the virulent Deluſions of thoſe Sons 


of Belial the Jeſuits, who lurk about in 


Town and in Country, ſeeking whom they 
may ſeduce. He that can enumerate the 
Dreſſes at a Maſquerade, may tell the va- 
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rious Diſguiſes of theſe wily Miſſionaries, 
or Panders of the Whore of Babylon. 
Some hold forth near Grace- church frees, 
ſome rave among the Merhodifts 3 whilſt 


others are teaching our Girls to Sing and to 


Dance, and when the pretty Creatures are 
Warm, they nick the yielding Moments, 
and lip a Billetdoux into their Hands, it 


being a Melancholy Truth, 


The Fair cannot refit to gay Defires, 
Wie Mosi ſoftens, and whey DancinG fires. 


Thus thoſe Foes to Reli gion, and to 
Virtue, ſucceed in this Point, if they fail in 
the other; and where they don't recom- 
mend their Idoktrous Worſhip, they cor- 
rupt our Morals, and ſully the moſt finiſh'd, 
and the moſt lovely of all the Works of 


the Divine Arüßoer. 


I own I am not fo ſanguine as thoſe 


who aſſert that theſe Deceivers do a deal 


of Aich as Journaliſis or Pampbleteers, 
Brokers 


| 
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The PREFACE v 


Brokers and Projectors, and (with their 
leave) I fay it cannot be, for the follow- 


ing Reaſons. 
The $ Erinner in Politicks, who would 


by malicious Inſinuations alienate our Af- 
fections from the beſt of Princes, and miſ- 
repreſent the Efforts of the greateſt of Mi- 
niſters, are poor illiterate Fellows; but (to 
give the Devil his due) the Diſeiples of 
Loyola are a very rich as well as a very 
learned Society. 


If by Brokers are meant Tranſactors in 


Szocks, who may hurt the Publick Credit 


by ſpreading fal/e News, this Imputation 
will alfo appear groundleſs to whoever 
reflects that the moſt conſiderable are 


Hfraelites firmly attached to the Govern- 
ment; and indeed (to do em ſuſtice) the 
| Fews in general behave like good Sub- 


jects, they promote Trade at Home, and 
are inſtrumental in improving it Abroad. 
| 8 Pro- 


vi The PREFACE, 


Projectors have ever been fad ragged 
Mortals (with Grief Iown it) I drink Cal 
wer?'s Porter, (the Beſt in London) at a Club 
in Fetter-lane, and the D—1 take me, ifone 


of us has a Coat to his Back ; ſo that were 


it not for the great Deference I pay to an 
old Acquaintance, an eminent Diſſent- 
ing Preacher, not above a Mile from Carey- 


 Freet, I ſhould give no Attention to 


what he affirms concerning a certain 
Scheme, that it was laid before the Earl 
of O -- by a Loyal „ in this Shape, 


a scheme (fays my pious and learned 


Friend) more pernicious than the Gun- 
powder cou'd have been; for it has blown 
up the whole Mation with vain Notions of 
Imaginary Wealth, and made us fancy 


ourſelves richer "2-08 we really are. The 


good Man bitterly bewails the Viciſſi- 
tudes in 1720, and wiſhes from his Soul 
that a Year of ſuch infamous Changes 
cou'd be expung'd out of our Annals; 


Footmen ſkipp'd into their Maſters 


Chariots, 


The PREF ACE. vii 


Chariots, Brokers were transform'd into 
Senators, and Matrons (I uſe his own 
Words) facrific'd themſelves and their 
Daughters to Moloch, a leading Director 
baving debauched almoſt as many Women 
as Muly Abdallah the Emperor of Morocco, 
who is ſaid to have had a freſh one every 
Night. For Satan's Apples appear'd not 


moretempting tothe Eye, than theSubſcrip- 


tions did to too many of her Daughters in 
Great Britain. 


But I mean not, my dear Reader, to 
renew thy Grief for that abominable 
Confuſion; I would only recommend - 
this ſeaſonable Preſervative againſt Po- 


pery to Thee, to thy Wife, and to thy 


Children, if thou haſt a Family. 
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occacx, the Scourge of lech'rous Monk, 


71 Intriguing Prieſt, and wanton Punk, 
= Of a fy Friar tells this Story, 
Which Il in Metre ſet before ye. 


His Name will not run ſoft in Rhime, 


— 


* 4 


Not Pope hiinſelf cou'd make it chime, 
* CIPOLLA wou'd clude the Skill 
Of the late Sov'reign of the Quill. 


* Cipolla wou'd elude the Skill—This was the Friar's Name, 
which happens luckily to be Talian for an Onion. 
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( 10 2) 
1 aſk d the * Laureat his Opinion, 


If I may call him Father Onion; 
Our judge declares, the Law allows 


(No Critic ſure will knit his Brows) 
In Caſes of poctic Cramp, 


Old Words to change, or new ones ſtamp. 


He was of St. Antonios Troop 


Who rarely eat a maigre Soop; 


And plump, tho of the dapper Size, 


With yellow Hair and leering Eyes; 
Of Latin he had juſt a Smack; 
At Preaching a moſt clever Knack; 


So that his Sermons, let me tell ye, 


Would melt a Heart of Stone to Jelly; 
And when to Char'ty he exhorted, 
He ne'er with * 105 Hand departed. 3 
| His 
I aſc'd the Laurcat his Opinion — Tis no {anal SatisfaRtion to be : 
en of ſo 1 an Authority. | F 
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; (21) 
His Abbot (not to let a Brother 
In drowſy Cell his Talent ſmother) 
To thoſe who had the Saint's Protection, 
Sent him full oft to make Collection 3 
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And now unto Certaldo Village, 

(For Paſture fam'd, and not for Tillage;) 
And that he might ſucceed the better, 

N Equipp'd him with a Paſt'ral Letter. 


The Nuncio having got his Warrant, 


Away trots he upon his Errand; 


And after ſhewing his Credentials, 


He thus proceeds upon Eſſentials. 
I joy, Beloved, that you thrive; 
ö Vou re {ure the happy ſt Folks alive, 


| Thus guarded by our holy T! ony, 
; For his Elect we gladly own „ N 
; B 2 (Your 
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(Your Cows with Calf, your Sows with Pig, 


And thus he runs his Popiſh Rig) 
Great, very great, your Obligations ; 
So pray Reſpond in your Oblations : 
But to inforce this Duty ſtricter, 
This Ev'ning I deſign a Lecture, 

In which by Logic, not fallacious, 


III prove your Off rings efficacious 


To ſave the Soul of vileſt Sinner; 


But now enough: Let's hie to Dinner 


And here I muſt at large relate 


A Circumſtance of Moment great : 
To mark his Love, the ghoſtly Father 
Promis'd to ſhew his Babes a Feather, 


Pluck'd from the courtly Angel's Wing, 


V ho did the gracious Meſſage bring; 


And made that Heav'nly Salutation, 
Which op'd the way to Man's Salvation. 


Two! 


(13) 
Two graceleſs Rogues, who ſmelt a Rat, 
(And had contriv'd it mighty pat) 
Whilſt Father Onion ſtuffs his Belly; 
And after Soop of Vermicelli, 
Now ſticks his Teeth in Pigeon roaſted ; 
Swift to his Inn theſe Varlets poſted ; 
p Stairs they whip, unſeen by any, 
For luckily the Friar's Zanny, 
Was, in the Kitchen, ſmuggling Nanny. 
Nor Guccio nor his greaſy Nancy 
Can e' er delight an Engliſß Fancy; 
Our Iſle produces no ſuch Loobies, 
Nor Wenches with ſuch monſtrous Bubbies. 


| Behold theſe Vounkers, how they rummage ! 
And giggling, ſearch the Father's Baggage! 
A little Box, (with Sighs I tell it) 
Involv'd in Silk, lay in a Wallet. 
38 Find 


| chats 

| | Find it they did, and in an inſtant 

| | (Old Nick was ſurely their Afſiſtant) 
| | | Eager they open it, and ſpy 


A Feather gaudy to the Eye: 


| A Parrot's Tail it had adorn'd, * 
{ Which, in its Pride, the Rainbow ſcorn'd. | 
. « Is this (cry they) the Angel's Pinion ? 


1 O what a Bite is Father Onion ! 


O'erjoy'd they ſeize it; and to bam 


"he Friar, in the Box they cram 


Some Coals that in a Corner lay ;---- 


Things ſet to rights, they ſlip away. 


Soon it was buzz'd among theſe Bumkins, 


A wotd'rous Object They ſhou'd ſee, 
And fo to Church. they croud with Glee. 


The 


(15 

The Man of God being replete 

With the good Creature, (as tis meet) 

Had ta'en a Nap, and next prepares 

To enter on divine Affairs. 

The Wallets are by Guccio brought 

In order, he ſuſpecting nought : 
The Bell rings in, away he goes, 
Intent with Popiſh Fraud timpoſe 
Upon theſe ſimple Certaldęſi, 


Than which there nothing was more eaſy. 


Lo! he the Pulpit mounts, and bangs, 
* And with ſtrong Fervor thus harangues: 
st. Anthony, ſo great in Heav'n, © 
His Favour to you all has giv'n ; 
Look on your Kine, they are not ſtunted, 
And fatter Hogs (ſure) never grunted: 


-. 


1 
'Tis he defends each Dog and Bitch, 
With Man and Woman from the Itch, 
This I am ſent to fignify ; 

And, by my Habit, 'tis no Lie. 


AN 


A 


But to confirm and make appear 


La 


The Matter ſtill more plain and clear, 


La 


Fil now produce a ſacred Relick, 
(A certain Cure of Fits Hyſterick) 
This by the bye—But, pray be humble ; 


And, proſtrate on your Faces, tu ale == 
Now riſe again repeat the Creed — 


Light up two Torches, as there's need ; 


N 


« Lift up your Eyes, your Voices raiſe, 


And join with me in Gabriel's Praiſe ; 


He Legate 4 Latere was ſent 


To Mary with a Compliment, 
Which did with Love divine inflime 


The ever bleſſed, glorious Dame; 


For 


RES 2 OILY 


4 

For in this Box I have a Feather, 

Pluck d from a Wing of his, but whether 
From Right or Left I am not ſure; 

And Lying I could ne er endure.” 

Here we'll admire his ſteddy Face; 

The Box he opens with a Grace, 

No Feather — only Coals he ſees 

© Bleſs me! (he mutters) how came theſe?“ 
However, without Bluſh or Pauſe, 

Our Trickſter confidently draws 
Himſelf out of a Scrape, which might 

Have nonplus d a more modeſt Wight. 

The Box he ſhuts, and with a Mien 

So ſanctify d, and ſo ſerene, 8 8 
Quoth he, The Ways of Providence 
Are not perceiv'd by human Senſe ; 

They often are perplex'd in Mazes, 

Which Man, no more than Beaſt that grazes, 

Cc Can 


(18) 


Can Cer find out, tho' I can prove 


© That Things are wiſely rul'd above, 
> Attend, good People, hear this Truth---- 


ue travell'd from my early Youth ; 


To Bragging I was ne'er inclin'd ; 
With Preſter John, tis true, I din'd, 
And did confeſs ('tis ſome Years ſince) 


© That pious Abyſſinian Prince. 
© I paſs'd a Country, wide indeed ! 


© It makes my very Heart to bleed, 
To think the People are all Liars; 


And thouſands of them, Prieſts and Friars. 


© But not to keep you on the Tenters 


* With any more of my Adventures, 


I now ſhall tell you what will fit ye; 


* 1 viſited the holy City; 
The Patriarch and I were Cronies, 
* Juſt like two Brothers of our Tony's. 
| Not 


— — ä ” n * pry D - 

i MINE" r as Te 5 Feec. - 1 1 0 > — * Sa 

* — "IN x T9. R , yl 8 > 1 » 1 4 Is - 

0 = 2 x ” PTS ha hdd Es ns c * v6 x2 WO ANCE 1 s £ , * 1 
1 . te 4 RES decks th "7 . bong by 5 3 1 8 8 
; 82 2 9 e . . RA ps OS 
K S by IE Fa gh RG -: . * 5 * f 64 W , 
- rata fe AN, EO . 2 e 


N 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 

* 


* 


* 


S S # :@_ 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


b | 


4 


* 


* 


0 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


OY 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


%* + „ „ „ 


( 19 ) 


*% 


* 


* 


* 
* 
* 


* 


* 


Ss + ® D # 


* 


ot David, Jonathan could hug, 


| 


| 


J 
Such was the Biſhop's Love to me, 


More I can't ſay with Modeſty. 
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Alter Hams in MS. 
valde deflendus. 
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© This Prelate was both learn'd and with 
© We talk'd o'er all the Myſteries 


SIngens Hiatus in MS. 


etiam 


© Of 
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(.20) 
Of our moſt holy Faith; he found 
Me in thoſe Matters very ſound.---- 
Altho' to Jeus it does ſeem odd, 
The Doctrine of a Triune God, . 
And the myſterious Incarnation ; 
'The darkeſt Points of Revelation, 


1 can clear up with as much Eaſe, 


A W or: . 


* 


— 


A 


As you can prune your ſpreading Trees. 


La) 


But this, to you, imports not much ; 

* Sufficient 'tis you truſt the Church. 

© This Prelate all his ſacred Treaſure 
Pour'd out before me without meaſure : 
* What precious Things did I behold! 

* Not in a Day can they be told. 

I mention thoſe of greateſt Merit, 

A Finger of the Holy Spirit ; 

* A Toe-Nail of a Cherubim, 

* (To which I have compos'd a Hymn :) 


(#1) 
A Seraph's Ciuffo with Surprize, 


And equal Pleaſure, ftruck my Eyes; 
And, of the Word, I view'd a Rib; 
© With Cath'rine of Sienna's Bib. 
How was I dazzel'd with a Ray 
© Of the bright Star which led the Way 
Jo the fam'd Magi, who ador'd 
'C In Stable vile our Heav'nly Lord ! 
Of Michael's Sweat was a full Vial, | 
* When of his Strength he made great Trial, | | 
* And fought ſo bravely. with the Devil ; | 
(The Lord defend us from all Evil.) 


Tho none of us were at his Bur'ing, 


8 © Yet he was dead as any Herring ; 
| © When Jeſus call'd him from the Grave, 
) «© To manifeſt his Pow'r to ſave; 

© Of Lazarus I ſpeak ; his Jaw 

Shall cloſe th' Account of what I ſaw. 


660 
© Town I was in ſome Confuſion, 


To make Returns for ſuch Profuſion; c 
* And, as a Sign of Gratitude, e 
© 'The genuine Manuſcripts of Jude, N c 
And of the Song of Solomon, 4. } 


Which the good Man did doat upon, 

I gave him ; but, he far out- ſtrip d me, 
Wuen he ſo generoully tip'd me, 
: Reliques, that are beyond all Price ; 

Among em is one of the Dice, 
| * Which did decide the great Conteſt, _ 
Who was to have our Saviour's Veſt. 
_ + Methinks it tinkles in my Ear; 
I wou'd to God I had it here; 
A Vial fill d with Sound o' th' Bells, 
* (Don't fancy theſe are Bagatelles) 
* Which did in the firſt Temple chime, 
And have been melted a long Time. 


« Of 


| (23) 
© Of Gabriels Feather I have ſpoken, 
« As of our Love a tender Token: 
© Some of the Coals I alſo boaſt, 
That did the Martyr Lawrence roaſt. 
© Now here obſerve how Heav'n directs; 
How vainly mortal Man reflects! 
The Plume ſo pleaſing to behold, 
Re... Box in Sars net wrapt doth hold; 
And in another, (God ſhrieve my Sins) 


As like unto't as can be Twins, 
The Coals are put; and here I fee 
| © The Hand of God has guided me, 
© In taking now the Box of Coals, 
| © As they will edify your Souls, 
More than the Feather at this Juncture, 
So that I feel not the leaſt Puncture 
Of Sorrow; nay, I do rejoice, . 


And Tony thank with grateful Voice, 
© Since 


(24) 
© Since tis a bleſt Miſtake ; for after 
© Two Days, the Feaſt of that great Martyr 
* Comes on ; and therefore pray draw near ; 
Q And awfully theſe Coals revere : 
Bow down your Heads, in Adoration 
© Of the All-wiſe Adminiſtration ; 
, For Providence (I can't but ſay) 


Has greatly ſhewn itſelf to Day. 
For, O theſe Coals! as I muſt tell ye, 
By th' Fat which trickled from the Belly 


Las) 


Of ſuff ring Lawrence were extinguiſh'd; 


Nor can theſe Coals be &er diminiſh'd, 
Your Mem'ries I won't incumber, 
* Tho all their Virtues who cou'd number? 


They certainly preſerve from Fire, 


A Circumſtance we muſt admire. 


ere let me croſs each Mother's Child ; 


* You ne'er by me ſhall be beguil d; 


* 
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( 25) 


E ina Twelvemonth you are ſinged, 


© tir Flames of Hell may I be tinged.” 


Thus he went on, with Elocution, 


To ſqueeze a lib ral Contribution. 


Who cou'd refrain from laughing loud, 


To ſee the ſtupid gaping Croud, 


So eager to be croſs d, that they 
Till he came down wou'd ſcarcely ſtay? 


Among this Croud, not a Curmudgeon, 
But ſwallow'd Nonſenſe like a Gudgeon. 


»Twas like unto St. Peter's Hawl ; 


For ey'ry Croſs he-got a * Paul; 


And feigning thus to be miſtaken, 


He fav'd moſt artfully his Bacon. 


It may be neceſſary to inform ſome of n my Readers, that a Paws, 
or Giulio, is an Italian Coin, and equal to Six-pence E lib. 
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